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him soon after daybreak. How different was our
position from the correspondent's labour in the old
days when we had to look out for shelter and food
for ourselves, horses, and man (if we had one), and
at the end of the day to go searching vaguely about
for the censor and the telegraph office, never to be
found where appointed ! Now, food, shelter, and a
stationary board of censors were provided.

We might not choose our censor, but it was always
a happy day when my turn for Montague came.
One morning we drove together through Fruges,
over the hill of Cassel and Mont des Cats, and on
to the front's limit at Scherpenberg, looking across
to Kemmel and the German outpost lines. We then
walked back through the spot called " Hyde Park
Corner" for its special danger, and having found
the car again, we paused at Cassel to look over the
extended view of the Flanders flats. In that interval
of peace we fell to talking of Henry V.

I brought up John Masefield's attack upon a char-
acter so long accepted as one of England's noblest
ideals. That true poet and discerning critic bids us
regard Shakespeare's Henry V as " a callous young
animal", " a popular hero who is as common as
those who love him ", " the one commonplace man
in the eight plays ", " who woos his bride like a
butcher, and jokes among his men like a groom ",
" who cuts them (his former associates) from his life
with as little feeling as he showed at Agincourt,
when he ordered all the prisoners to be killed ". I
admitted the play taken by itself was a poor drama,
stuffed out with the Chorus, comic interludes, and
common jokes about the difficulties of foreigners with
the English language. Yet when the worst was said,
I could not believe that the poet composed those
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